62               Letters to Somebody

I have had many a stag on Scarba, their beautiful island

forest.   I have also shot there some of the " prehistoric "

wild goats to be found only on Jura and Scarba.

As to fishing, all I have to say is that I always fished

whenever chance offered; a practice which I continue.

Trout  always   appealed   to   me   more   than   salmon,

although I admit that a big salmon is hard to beat, in

both senses.

I do not propose to emulate my uncle, who left a

good-sized volume in  which  he  had recorded every

incident which had occurred in every run in which he

had participated*

I hope, however, that I shall not make too heavy a

call on your patience if I allude to two days* hunting

of which I retain a vivid recollection.

One was when I sent a very wealthy, very popular

and very stout master of foxhounds flying into the next
county. I was staying at a country house for a lawn
meet and a ball. A friend in the 7th Hussars most
kindly offered to mount me. He lent me a restless,
queer-tempered chestnut mare who behaved like a
Catherine wheel as soon as she saw hounds. She had
been raced over hurdles half her life and had a mouth
like iron. I soon realized that I could not hold her
and to avoid a mess I kept out of sight, turned her head
away from everybody and "let her go," which she did
for all she was worth. As ill-luck would have it, the
master, whose one fault, a very bad one, was that he
was generally in the wrong place in the field, came
"galumphing " round the corner of a covert* I caught
him on the port bow and sent him and his four-hundred-